the outhouse, with his straw-colored hair and his blanci
eyes. His mouth was pale and almost sweet5 but secret-
ive at the corners. His chin was negligible.

"Hi, Mr, Snopes. You calling me?55
"Yes, If you ain't doing anything special/9 Snopes
answered.

"I ain't,5' the boy said. They entered theJiouse and

passed the room where the woman labored with drab
fury. The reek of the pipe, the lugubrious reiteration
of the phonograph^ filled the hall, and they mounted
stairs carpeted also with linoleum fastened to each step
by a treacherous sheet-iron strip treated to resemble
brass and scuffed and scarred by heavy feet* The upper
hall was lined by two identical rows of doors* They
entered one of these.

The room contained a bed9 a chair, a dressing-table^
and a wash-stand with a slop-jar beside it. The floor
was covered with straw matting, frayed in places- The
single light hung unshaded on a greenish-brown cord*
Upon the wall above the paper-filled fireplace a framed
lithograph of an Indian maiden in immaculate buck-
skin leaned her naked bosom above a formal moonlit
pool of Italian marble. She held a guitar and a rose,
and dusty sparrows sat on the window ledge and
watched them brightly through the dusty screen.

The boy entered politely. His pale eyes took in the
room and its contents at a comprehensive glance. He
said, "That air gun ain?t coine yet, has it, Mr.
Snopes?"

"No, it ain't," Snopes answered. "It'll be here soon,
though."

"You ordered off after it a long time, now."

"That's right. But it'll be here soon. Maybe they
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